NOW mother was not only out of tne activities and interests  of my life as she had been, during my high school  days; she was also out of the understanding of my life.
The college life surrounded me like a great and beautiful sea, filling; every hour of the day.     My   days   were   spent   on   the   green campus,   in  the   sunny  lecture   rooms.     My holidays were with my friends.     The vacations which had formerly meant so much time that   mother   and   I   could   spend   in   work together, I now spent away from home.     One summer I lived at a farm house.    'My friends and I visited neighbouring farms.     I saw a cow milked.    I plucked my first pink little radish,   and  joined   the   others   in   laughter because I felt guilty when I ate it.    All the pastoral beauty which we had  seen in  the (>34l
